* The First Campaign *
spoon was carved from a huge emerald, the handle be-
ing of mother-of-pearl. It was an antique and had evi-
dently been at the bottom of the river for centuries, for
it was scratched and dull. But when he rubbed it on his
sleeve, it began to glow with a lovely colour.

TU buy this from you/ said he to the steersman.
'How much do you want for it??

'It's only a trifle/ said the old fellow. 'If his Honour
likes it, he's welcome. Spoons are not used by folks
like us/

Yazathingyan saw that not only was it valuable as an
emerald, but that as an antique it had great interest. He
concluded that very probably it had belonged to the
treasure of the kings of Thaton, whose valuables had
been taken in the campaign of two hundred years ear-
lier and brought up river. No doubt it had fallen over-
board at that time. That an old piece of loot should, as
it were, rise out of the river for him at this juncture
struck him as a hint that the campaign he knew he
would have to undertake against Martaban would pro-
vide him with similar spoils. Delighted at his interpre-
tation, he pressed a piece of gold upon the dazzled fisher-
man and hurried on his way. By dint of hard paddling
and constant relays they reached Pagan within the
twelve days.

As they'disembarked a footman came up in the gold
livery of the palace and reported that the King had sent
down an elephant from the royal stables to carry his
Honour into the city. The beast was brought forward.
On its gilded dais Yazathingyan mounted with Thare-
pyissapat6.

It was five o'clock on a December afternoon. The